CAESAR      IN      ABYSSINIA               IIQ

For me September 3 provided a quite new experience,
We passed over the rivers, with a lot of tearing at the
lorry's sides and more than a lot of singing. But the
Ethiopian chikka, the mud that clogs the feet of animals
and sprawls like grease under the wheels of automobiles,
put hill-climbing off the map. The rain stormed at us all
night : our tents and bedding were at Jijiga. So I hauled
out three benzine boxes and a mattress into the open where
the air was fresh, and slept in the water without a covering.
All Nur and the boys were immensely impressed by this
feat. I was rather impressed myself. It dried off under
the Union Jack of the Harrar Consulate, and internally it
was cured by Chapman-Andrews porridge.

Next afternoon I went down to see a special train passing
up to Addis. It contained a Sikh detachment for the
defence of the British Legation, commanded by Major
Charter. It seemed quite a small detail in the day of
September 4 : I never thought then that I would be
marrying behind their machine-guns in seven months5 time.

The Times recalled me to Addis Ababa.

The first Ethiopian troop trains passed us at Ardem, at
Khora and at the Hawash : three holding twelve hundred
men and their womenfolk and children. They were
Hapte MikaePs men from Kulo and Konta in South-west
Abyssinia. Their coaches were steel cattle trucks, with
narrow grilles at face height: no uniforms were to be
seen. Soldiers, women and children sat beside the per-
manent way in the evening at the Hawash, roasting their
shimburra or dried peas and eating them very hot out of a
fold in their shammas. They drank coffee. They were
friendly and communicative, like all the common soldiers
whom I met in the Ogaden. Little ochred day-tents were
rolled up in the trucks behind them. I had seen others
pitched by the Imperial Guards instructors in the maize-
fields of Harrar.

Everything was in movement in Addis. Vinci had
recalled the Italian Consuls throughout Ethiopia and was
quarrelling with the Ethiopians about the routes which
they should follow. Mombelli, Secretary of the Italian
Legation, had just taken his wife down to Djibouti. It
was obvious that war would break out any moment.